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SONGS, DUETS, Ge. 


NETLEY ABBEY, 


AA 


SONG Mr. Jon xsroxx. 
J. 


Ar the Wake, at the Fair, at the Harveſt-home meeting, 
To have M*Sctape among them, good Lord, what en- 
treating | 
When they ſaw me, the women were all in a gigsle, 
And hardly ſtood till for the tuning the Fiddle. 
How madly they'd foot it to briſk “ Andrew Keary,” 
And at *Shelin-a-gig” oh, they'd make my arm weary. 
IE. 
What amorous looks have J ſeen folks exchanging, 
While engaged in the figure, the rogues would b. ranging 
To give them a hint that I gueſt at their fancies, 
And to ſuit to their wiſhes the tunes of the dances, - 


Pve known «Roger de Coverly” turn them quite crazy, 
And they'd call for a cup, when I've play'd “ Mrs. 


C:fey. oy 


(8) 


III. 
A 


Towards morn, when returning, each ſtep was a caper.— 


Od rat it, no pity had they on the ſcraper ! 
'The girls out of bed, as we tript along, leapt up— 
To peep at the frolic their neighbours ſo kept- up: 


And I in return, for their glances careſſing, 


Play'd «Petticoat-looſe” while the huſſies were dreſſing. 


41111 N 


DUE T-Mr. Jox nsTONE and Mrs, MaxTYs. 


He. Half the pleaſures of the day 
Will be loft, if you're away. 
SHE, Well, well, then Fl] come: 
Near the Cherry-Orchard wait: 
He. PFll be there as ſure as fate: 
Borh. Mum, mum, mum, mum, mum /! 


HE. Thro' the Moonbright fields at night— 

Suk. We'll return, with ſpirits light 

HE. Will we not dear Huz ? 

SHE. And we'll ſteal from all the reſt, 

Bora. Sing and kiſe, and toy and jeſt— 
Buz, buz, buz, buz, buz, 


SHE, FBeſure you come— 

He. Buz, buz, buz, 
Pretty Huz | 

BoTHy. Mum, mum, mum. 


CEP - * 


AIR III. 


SONG— Mrs. MovnTain, 


I. 


Stript of Fortune's gay profuſion, 
Sober firmneſs arms my heart; — 
That at beſt is but illuſion, 
Which can like a dream depart. 


II. 
Shall the Summer -Friend's careſſing, 
When *tis mils*'d, a ſorrow coſt? 


Or that wealth be deem'd a bleſſing 
Which is in a moment loſt ? | 


AIR IV. 
SONG—Mr. Munvtn, 


J. 


When croſſes have vext me — for all have their ſhare, 
I've hid from her knowledge each trifle with care; 

But how wrong to ſuppoſe my diſtreſſes wou'd hurt her, 
Who takes ſuch delights in © the Sorrows of Werter.“ 


IT. 


If ever a flutter approaches her breaſt, 

To the Flights of the Heart” ſhe reſorts to find reſt: 
And *tis ſaid, there is nothing ſo apt to content her, 
While muſing alone, as the mad «Self tormentor.“ 


Les Fgaremens du Caur. 


( 10 ) 
III. 
When her God - mother lately her chamber ſurveyꝰ , 
4 Tom Jones, I am told on the pillow was laid; 


And, what proy'd ſtill further her obſtinate dealing, 
She'd had hid in the cloſet the dear? Man of Feeling.“ 


APR VS 
BALLAD—Mr. FAwezrr. 
I. 


Bxve PETER at the Maſt-head flew, 
And to the Girls we bid adieu, 
Weigh'd anchor, and made ſai” :— 
The Boatſwain blew his whiſtle ſhrill ; 
The reefs, ſhook out, began to fill ;— 
We caught a fav*ring gale. 
And with a can of flip, 
To cheer the honeſt Tar, 
Thus gaily may he trip 
Lara lar, lara lar. 


II. ä 


We cruiz'd along the coaſt of France, 
But not a MounsEzR gave a chance: 
We tried on &ery tack; 
We dravk and laugh'd and ſung together 
We kept the ſea—nor car'd for weather, 
"Twas all the fame to Jack | 
And with a can of flip, 
To cheer, &c. 


. 


III. 


Oft, running large, ſhort miles we trac'd; 
And now, cloſe-hawl'd, the yards ſharp-brac'd, 
' « Thus and no near's !” the cry; 
Now tacking, ſwearing, laſking, ſteering, 
While away the CHACE, is bearing, 
To bave a bruſh damn'd ſhy !— 
And now and then a ſhot 
We try— to bring them to, 
Whether it hits or not, 
Lara lar, lara los ! 


IV. 


Sometimes while ſqualls have o'er us ſwept, 
High at the maſt-head watch I've kept: 
We did, my lads, our beſt ; 
Still on the look-out for a rumpus, 
At every corner of the compaſs, 
The North, South, Eaſt, and Weſt. 
And with can of flip, 
To cheer the honeſt tar, 
Thus gaily may he trip, 
Tara lar, lara lar! 
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—— ——— — — —— ꝙꝓ—VR— . — ——— — T 


AIR VI. 


SONG Mr. INE Dox. 


y 
Her IMAGE ever roſe to view, 
Lovely as on that day, 
When in each ſoft array, 
Near to the veſſel's fide ſhe trembling drew, 
And ſeem'd to look a long adieu! 


II. 


No night, of her forgetful, paſt, 
Still was the vow preferr'd 
Sincerely, tho* unheard ; 

Still, while the wind ſung o'er the wry, maſt, 

Her name was murmur'd to the blaſt ! - 


AIR VII. 


FINALE—Mefl. Munven, Jon xsrox k, Fawezrr, 
Lix ron; Mrs. MounTain, Mrs. MazxTrYs, 
and Miſs Hor RIS. 


I, 


Still, ſtill may BaTrAIx's Thunder, 
Make all her foes knock under: 
And where can be the wonder, 

With IRELAanD at her ſide ? 


CHORUS. 


The Harp ſet a ringing, 
And raviſh'd by its ſound, 
We'll all unite in ſinging, 
And lightly trip around, 
II. 
Ye Belles with ſmiles enchanting, 
Who ſet our boſoms panting, 
Aſſiſt the ſeſtive ranting — 
Dear rogues our country's pride! 
CHORUS. 


The Harp, &c. 


( 13 ) 


Tho? with with a ſparing meaſure; 
As careful of the treaſure, _ 
Fate deals to mortals pleaſure, 
The gift is meant to bleſs. 
CHORUS, 
The Harp, &c. 
IV. 
Like flow'rs in Winter blowing, 
When very few are growing, 
To ſcarcity, is owing 
The worth our joyspoſleſs. 
CHORUS. 
The Harp ſet a ringing, 
And raviſh'd by its ſound, 
We'll all unite in ſinging, 
And lightly trip around. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 
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AIR VIII. 


SONG— Mr. Id cron: 


I. 


Shou'd dangers e' er approach our coaſt, 

The inbred ſpirit of the land 
Wou'd animate each heart, each hand! 

Wou'd bind us in one general Hos r! 

EnGLanD! 
ExGLAND, a WoRLD within itſech ſhall reign 
Safe in her floating Tow'Rs, her CasTLE3 on the main, 
II. 


Our Iſle's beſt rampart is the ſea ;— 
The midnight march of foes it braves; 
And Heaven that fenced us round with waves, 
Ordain'd the ProrIE To BE FREE! | 
ENGLAND |! 


ENGLAND, à WoRLD within itſelf, ſhall reign 
Safe in her floating Tow 'As, her CASTLES on the main, 


( 15s ) 


BALLAD—Mrs. MazTYR, 


J. 


Before the playful hours of youth 

Had left the rover's mind to care; 
Of ſtorms regardleſs, he forſooth, 

To the lone ſea-beach wou'd repair 
And to us oſt would ſternly ſay, 
While o'er him flew the briny ſpray, 

« ] ne'er in life ſhall happy be, 

Till I am ſent to plough the ſea.” 
IL 

As Poverty defeats intent, _ 

And leaves without a will, the heart— 
At length my mother gave conſent :— 

What anguiſh with her boy to part! 
On every night, when roſe the wind, 


A ſtorm ruſh'd o'er her waketul mind ;— 


And ſhe would ſfigh—* Ah, woe is me, 
That little CHARL Es e'er went to fea l“ 


Cas 
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AIR X. 


GLEE—Mr. Ix TE Don, Mr. Biranchiard, Mr, Linton, 


and Mrs. MounTain. 


J. 

That Beach which the white billows lave, 
How pleaſant to wander along; 

While the ſhrill Curlew breaſting a wave, 
Breathes forth to the deep her wild ſong. 

II. 

The courfe of the far- diſtant ſail 
Till ſhapeleſs and loſt to the ſight; 

And the homeward- bound Mariner's Hail! 
Impart to the boſom delight. 


AIR XI. 


SONG— Mrs. MarTYs. 


I. 
A Tock I am from Shialds—I hail.— 
Know how to hane — can reef and ſtcer: 
Up Swzn, I've work'd in many a gale ,»- 
Kept many an anchor clear ;— 
Where hank for hank, ſo oft I've ſung, 
And cheerly to the windlaſs ſprung ! 


And aloft or below, 
What cheer lads, ho! 


0 
* 


COP 
II. 


A Cruizer, lads is now my lot, — 
A well built ſea-boat, trim and tight: 
— While in the Locker there's a ſhot, 
They'll find us ready day and night; 


We've long been Maſters of the Deze; 
And ſtill the weather-gage we'll keep! 
And aloft or below, 
What cheer lads, ho! Pha, 
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 SONG—Mr. Jon xsroxz. 
I. 


In theſe Cloiſters of old, 
I have often been told, 
The Monks, tho” right pious, 
Cou'd ſometimes be joyous, 
And ſongs full of frolic in Latin wou'd ſqueak ; 
Which were, to poor lads like myſelf, perfect Greek, 
And tho*-upon Holidays, 
They wou'd tell ſinners, 
How they, on ſuch jolly- days, 
Din'd without dinners ;— 
Myſelf muſt believe had they ne'er touch'd a ſnack, 
The Red-Letter days wou'd have all been turn'd Black, ! 


— - 
O tor all their ſly canting, 
7 They lov'd joke and ranting, 
3 And merrily quaft'd it, 
And roaringly laugh'd it: 


* 
rr 


With their canting, 
And laughing, 
And ranting, 
And quaſfing !— : 
From the very firſt day this ſame world was begun, 
Nuns, Fidlers, and Fryars have dearly lov'd fun. 
ts II. 
Oh, what miracles rare! 
Did they traffic in there 
If a *Squires dear lady 
But wiſh'd for a baby, 


By touching the ſhrine of ſome noted old Fryar, 
She was ſure to accompliſh her heart's warm deſire ! 


To the gate for confeſſion, 
Sweet girls would be tramping: 
Ciear off old tranſgreſſion, 
And then to new ramping:— 
15 But a ſly wench, within the walls, who ever ſpied ? 
Iyo be ſure the good Fathers knew not how to hide 
The dear little roguelings | 
So fond of ſoft oglings; 
Wich glances ſo killing, | 
So ſcornful, ſo willing; 


O the roguelings 
So killing, 
With oglings 
So willing! 
From the very firſt day this ſame world was begun, 
Nuas, Fidlers, and Fryars, have dearly lov'd fun. 


ATR XIII. 


FINALE All the Charafters. 


I. 


To mirth, O to mirth, let us join in full chorus, 
And may no ill-omen this night hover o'er us! 
Ye Beauties around us that cluſter, 
So apt to diſtreſs, 
So ready to bleſs, 
Your eyes beam on life its beſt luſtre. 
To mirth, O to mirth, let us join in full chorus, 
And may no ill-omen this night hover over us. 


II. 


This hour take to heart no more ſorrow, 
Than may with the heel, 
Be kick'd off in a reel, 
And quite out of mind by to-morrow. 
To mirth, O to mirth, &c. 


III. 


We can be but a ſhort ſpace together; 
Yet while the ſun's bright, 
We'll baſk in his light, 

As chearful as birds in full feather. 


To mirth, O to mirth, &c. 
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IV. 


To mirth ALL unite in full chorus, 

And the? night ſteals away, 
He muſt leave behind day, 

And may not a cloud lie before us 


CHORUS. 


To mirth, O to mirth, let us join in full chorus, 
And may no ill-omen this night kover oyer us ! 


\ 


THE END. 
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